|t'edd\ J two-way journeys: border walls, border cities, and the two-headed trojan horse of tijuana t ed d y I c r uz Scenario I
In no other place in the world can we find two radically different cultures, societies, and economies approximating each other, occupying the same geographical territory. The border condition dividing San Diego and Tijuana generates a series of contradictions, which, in a broader context, dramatize a series of misreadings between the U.S. and Mexico, and between northern and southern hemispheres. Out of the superficial dialogue between the border cities, the only vestige of exchange turns into a kind of NAFKA-North American Free Kitsch Agreement. A permanent collection of mutual misconceptions is apparent in the North's nostalgic reading of the South. By succumbing to the forces of commerce, the cultural history of the Mexican vernacular is turned into an instantaneous "Taco Bell" theme park. This image is then regurgitated and commercialized as part of a distorted and now-fashionable "magical realism," ignoring that the fictional in Latin American literature is closely related to historical, social, and political realities. Conversely, when the South looks North, its view is conditioned by a desire for a Progress promised by technology. In this context, Europe and the United States have always been the Utopia of Latin America. This desire for "first wodd" values of scientific control, when imported indiscriminately, clashes with the intu-But regardlessof this subtle overlapping of urban identities, tlie border cities sliaring this linear territory have historically become emblems of two different cultural attitudes toward urbanism. While San Diego is emblematic of an urban attitude based on a "puritan morale" of separation, exclusion, and control, manifested by the master-planned and gated communities that invade its periphery, Tijuana's insurgent urbanism, manifested in the informal settlements that dot its periphery, has been shaped by an attitude towards urban space based on hybridity, juxtaposition, and improvisation. As a border city, then, Tijuana, more than San Diego, continues to be shaped by the dialectic forces that surround it. Its indefinite periphery is marked by the nomadic satellite settlements that emerge, unnoticed, from one day to the next. Its center is dense with buildings that act as scaffolds for change; infrastructures that are habitually transformed by the overlapping of transitory programs.
Today, the challenge of architecture seems to be centered solely on formulating the generic "strategies" that make its global colonization possible, and criticism has moved from acts of resistance to notions of hybridization and negotiation. It seems necessary to re-encounter the city not only as a virtual phenomenon, but also as a physical territory, a journey, a set of experiential episodes and multiple readings. The peripheral communities of Tijuana are true laboratories that challenge the rigidity of traditional planners, whosẽ strategies have been directed to control the destiny of the city. Instead, I these informal and flexible settlements are open-ended systems that devel-I op through time in unexpected and unpredictable ways. These settlements' organic patterns of occupation, their transient and porous envelopes, and I their nomadic urban strategies based on indeterminacy and improvisation ® make Tijuana an organism always in flux, on the edge, and in-between two I countries. This urban territory's everyday drama and immediacy of action S translate into a lived reality in which contemporary urban theory only 2 t observes from a distance: the return to infrastructure as an instrument to •g 3 generate city, the dissolution of the object into the fabric of the metropolis, ri and the seduction of flexible cross-programming to produce hybrid and self- makes it a multi-dimensional environment that escapes the hermetic shields of one's own definitions and descriptions and instead becomes a "machine of language," a mutating intercultural and aesthetic laboratory. It is, after all. on the edge itself, the limit, where the artistic act occurs. The "limit," as Heiddeger pointed out, is not where something ends, but where it initiates its most essential unfolding. To act on the limit is to inhabit a horizon where all things are possible, and the city is such a horizon for the artist who fuses thought and life in the artistic act.
One such act appeared at the border on the 26th of September of 1997. Marcos Ramirez Erre, one of the most relevant artists emerging from Tijuana, stationed an enormous double-headed horse of Troy in the midst of the traffic waiting to cross.
Parked temporarily a few meters from the checkpoint, straddling the buffer zone, it emerged unnoticed, and, in the same way, it vanished. Looking North, one-half of the horse's body occupied the U.S. territory, while the other half remained in Mexico gazing South. If the horse's journey is a two-way trip and its flow multidirectional, decentered, and deterritorialized, it is because there are no privileged centers of culture for art, and any site is available for the artist. Marcos's work places itself in the midst of the tension; it occupies the border itself in the very midst of those dialectic forces.
The artist is the mediator, the interpreter, and the final judge of these conflicting oppositions. From this perspective, translation is an instrument of mediation between the artist's solitude, the complexity and ambiguity of our cultural situation, and the voids of the contemporary city-a triangulation between subject, city, and image.
How to activate the potentialities of the void seems to be the main question of contemporary art, architecture, and urbanism. How to appropriate the empty spaces of the city? The unproductive, most unexpected sites become the temporal stations for light occupations, contrasting and questioning the massive colonization of traditional urbanism. There are so many meanings enclosed within the void. The void is "a symbol for 'escape' and for 'future,' for the 'unknown,' for 'fantasies' and for 'protection.' How to exploit this ambiguity?"* Tijuana's horse of Troy occupies the ambiguity of the void, and in so doing it detonates the full potential of the border city it emerged from. It becomes a portable home, the loose armature of a sense of identity built from one's own journey, one's own acts of criticism, the capacity to reinvent the city through the "performance" of the everyday. It is both arrival and departure, drifting and wahing-identity at a crossroads. In the words of Erre, this fragile anti-monument is ephemeral and translucent because we already know all their intentions towards us, and they know our intentions towards them. It is a universal symbol that has been modified to indicate the uncertainty of a time in which the only way to conceal the truth is to overwhelm with information. When there are no more sufficient caretakers of censorship to control the avalanche of doubts, and when one does not know anymore where the truth has been buried, eveiyone has their own version of it, and that is where creativity begins. This should be the best response for those who still believe that it is possible to establish rigid custom houses and protect cities and their images with judicial decrees.'Ô ut of the 60 million crossings that occur annually between Tijuana and San Diego, the tale of one emigrant on one generic day reveals the final memory of the horse that has already disappeared: 5:30 AM I get up, gather my gear, a cup of coffee, and head for the border. If luck is with me, I'll be in line for half an hour to get across-time to organize my day and finish waking up. I spend thirty minutes following the brake lights of the cars ahead in a line that 1 have traced every day for the last twenty years. Living in Tijuana, working in San Diego, weaving back and forth across the border to catch the "best of both worlds," my circular existence divided at midpoint by this line that hides by night what it reveals by day.
There are 50,000 people in the San Diego-Tijuana border crossing whose daily neurosis depends on how long they must wait to cross to the "other side." They are people like me, who travel cocooned in their cars and in their thoughts. One morning a few days ago, a giant horse appeared at the line, a wooden horse with two heads, one on either side of the border. It sparked my deepest curiosity. Who had put itthere and why? The horse soon became a familiar sight in my daily early-morning crossings. It prompted me to meditate about the relationship between Mexico and the United States-and between all countries that share similar borders. It also prompted introspection: this reality of existing on both sides of the border but not fully on either side, this sensation of being caught forever in these two worlds, at the same time so different and so alike, so familiar.
Today, I woke to the usual routine, lining up in my customary place in the border line. Suddenly, the horse was no longer there. Its absence felt strange. It had become part of my personal journey. So went my thoughts until my turn came at the border checkpoint booth. 1 showed the officer my work permit, and he waved me on. Only then did I realize that the horse remained in its place.
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